i io      THE WELL OF SAINT CLARE
out the sky candles!    Quick's the word!    * Life is short, and art long/ "
Then he began threatening Bruno and BufFal-macco he would come and start them out with a bucket of cold water, jeering and asking them :
" Is your bed so delicious, eh ? Have you got Helen of Troy there, you're so loath to qui: the sheets ?"
Meanwhile he was slipping on his hose and his old, worn hood. This done, he sallied out, to find the lads waiting on the landing, fully dressec and with their tools all ready.
That morning, in the fair Church of San Giovanni, on the planking that mounted to the cornice, the work went on merrily for a while* For the last week the master had been trying his hardest to give a good representation according to the recognized rules of art of the baptism of Jesus Christ. He had just begun putting in the fishes swimming in the Jordan. Apollonius was mixing the cement with bitumen and chopped straw, pronouncing words of might known only to himself; while Bruno and Buffal-macco were picking the little cubes of stone to be used, and Tafi arranging them according to the sketch he had made on a slab of slate he held in his hand. But just when the master was busiest over the job, the three friends sprang lightly down